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Aug. 16, 1841.
EDGAR A. POE
"VVe have yrs of 15th inst in which you are land enough to offer us a "new collection of prose Tales."
In answer we very much regret to say that the state of affairs is such as to give little encouragement to new undertakings. As yet we have not got through the edition of the other worlc and up to this time it has not returned to us the expense of its publication. We assure you that we regret this on your account as well ns on our own — as it would give us great pleasure to promote your views in relation to publication.1 [Unsigned.]
But if Poe could not start his own magazine, nor get a public office, nor publish a new volume of "Tales," Ha lot was to all outward appearance fortunate j his prospects were brilliant, his reputation steadily growing, his associates friendly, and, especially, his home was in a condition of greater comfort than ever before. Whatever practical difficulties it was his lot to encounter, no shadow had crossed the threshold of the little cottage where he lived with his wife and her mother in a close privacy of watchful love and domestic happiness. Mrs. Clemm, a vigorous woman of about fifty years, who is said to have had the faoe, size, and figure of a man, was the head of the household, received and expended Poe's wages, and kept things in order. The few acquaintances who called on the family sometimes wondered, as did Mayue Reid, 1 Letter-book of Left nml Bhmehurcl.nce the day of their
